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Happy Repentance. ; 
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ORD Whatley had attained to thoſe 
SY 


years that may not im properly be 
called the reign. of the paſſions. His diſpo- 
ſition was naturally good, he had great ſen - 
| Gbility, and an inſtinRtive love of juſtice. 
But the thoughtleſs period of two-and- twen - 
8 wealth, birth, and bad company . 
which, i it is needleſs to ſlay, one meat at 
company) theſe, together with the faclit - 
B boundlels 
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| Boundleſs gratification, all equally deſtruc- 


tive of reaſon and ſentiment, had overborne - 


the voice of nature, that guardian voice, 


wich, whenever we attend to it, calls us to 
the paths of truth : diſtinguiſhed in the diſſi- 


pated circle at Newmarket, the perfect mo- 


del of every faſhionable folly, Whatley had 


| all that was politely careleſs or agreeably ex- 


travagant, and, what was the foundation of 
the whole, a very fine eſtate in the county 


of Salop, 


Sir Thomas Ward was his favourite. 


That gentleman had an engaging addreſs, 


anda ſeductire wit. He was a moſt eloquent 

= profeſſor of vice, a moſt powerful advocate | 
1 pleaſure, for he had the art of giving 8 
prevailing charm to every ſubject he under- ; 


wok 


„ 


took to defend. He, therefore, found no 


great difficulty in making a diſciple of What - 


ley: a young mind is ſubſervient to the 


ſenſes, and eaſily yields to every flattering 


Overture. 


_ 


This nobleman, after having been agree - 


ably entertained at dinner with his compani- 


ons, his head full of voluptuous images, was 


walking alone in one of the viſtas of his park. 
It led him, inſenſibly, to the houſe of one of 


his tenants whoſe name was Adams. He went 


in. The whole family were induſtrious to 


_ expreſs their pleaſure on being honoured 
With ſach a viſit. The honeſt farmer pre- 
ſented his children to his Lord. Behold, | - 
my Lord, ſaid he, the effects of your boun- 
ty! enabled by your lordſhip's goodnefs, 1 
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have TOY up theſe children 6 love and . 


ſerve you, while, for my own part, 1 ſhall.. 


evermore retain the moſt profound reſpect and 


gratitude. This intereſting old man expreſ- 
fed himſelf with that heart - felt emphaſis. 


which forms the true eloquence: having 


been originally intended fon the church, ke 


had his education at Oxford, where he had 
ſtudied: with unuſual proficiency ; ſome un- 
expected misfortunes had: changed his ap- 


@ 4 51 


C1 


Lord inn Was, e the figure 
ok. a girl, who ſeemed' to he abqut item, 
and was one of the, farmer's. youngeſt daugh-.. 
ters. Ireland, ſo.boaſted for beantics, never, 
produced, da fins; a. creature. Tann wae: | 
literally 


\ SY 4%. : s 
23224 : * - 
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| pointment, but he had — which: might * 
give dignity to any ſtation. 0 1 44 


EXE 807 
fiterally an angel from heaven; the dignity of 
her mind was diſplayed in her countenanee, 
and modeſty gave a deeper bluſh to the roſes 
on her check. Her mou th, her glowing 
; mouth, was the ſeat of ten thouſand graces. 


Her ſkin was white as the gliftening ſnow ; % 
her hair the moſt beautiful brown, and her 
eyes had a charm, of which words can give no 
idea. Suffice it to fay, that it was impoſſible 
to look upon her, without two ſentiments | 
"that carried away the heart; that is admira- | 
tion, and the whole energy of love. The 
latter ſoon made its inroads on the heart of 
this "IO lord: - 


| When Fanny poke, every word went tb 
the ſoul of Whatley, and completed her con 
queſt. He would have laid his commands 08 
TT B3 Adams, 


. 


1 

Adams, but he was no longer the lord, the 
maſter of Fanny, his farmer's daughter. He 
let fall ſome broken expreſſions _ had 
:m—— him. 


Behold then our young lord return to his 
| companions, ſmitten to the ſoul ! Ah my 
friend! it is over. with me, I am no longer 
myſelf. I have beheld beauty, virtue, love. 
I have ſeen the everlaſting miſtreſs of my 
heart! Yes, divine Fanny, be it yours to tri- 
umph over my pride. I could paſs a life of 
humble devotion at your feet, But pray, 
ſaid Sir Thomas, with an arch ſmile, who 
| may this adorable creature be 2—It is Fanny, 


A the daughter of my tenant, but formed to be 


a” queen, the ſovereign of the univerſe, a | 


1 —4 * 8 daughter! replied the 
baronet. 


„ 
baronet, My dear lord, you are moſt ex- 
travagant; this is the genuine language of ro- 
mantic love. Your lover's heaven never 


wants a ſupply of goddeſſes : all, all are di- 


vinities there! 


No more of your trifling, Sir Thomas; it 
is impoſſible for you to judge of my paſſion: 
you have not ſeen its object. Angelic crea - 
ture! what a ſhape! what an air! what a 
voice! oh! my friend, how ſhall I'bear this 
ſevere ſtroke ! how poſſeſs my Fanny? if not, 
I die. What is it you ſay? die! die if you 
do not poſſeſs your tenant's daughter, your 
dependant, your ſervant! my dear What- 
dey, - your head is turned. What hinders 
you to gratify yourſelf ? Speak, m. 
3 4 I | Trad 


7 . 
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ſend for her; ſhe is but tog happy to pleaſe 


you. . CE Es + „ 2 , 2 
: f wrt WR * * 28 4 i *» Pg 4 


- 


No, Sir Thomas, it is you that hve loſt 


your reaſon.” Would you have me bring a 


| family that lives under my. protection into ail. 
grace? ſhall I abuſe my authority ? hall the 
powerful oppreſs the weak? Fanny is too 


pe a cxeature to be deſtitute of . 


By my ſoul, my lord, this — makes 


range metamorphoſes : : why, you are got 


into a ſtrain that I would not pardon i in- an 


"£3 - L 


Iriſh fortune-hunter that was making his ar- 


| dent addreſſes to ſome well-jointured widow, 


5 


How—but you muſt be in jeſt—can you ſup- 


poſe that Fanny i is a gem that is not to be pur- 


Chaſed ? Money, my dear Whatley 1 e 
E Adams 


4 | * 


Cee, 
Adams will be extremely obliged to you and 
| little Fanny, do you think that the wilt be 
much diſturbed ? with ſuch kind of people 55 
ir Thomas, replied his lordſhip, your wit 
overbears your reaſon ; theſe are the very 
people that have virtue, and Adams will nut 
proſtitute his o¼L and his daughter's honour 
| for money. No, I will not wound the heart ef 
a father. How could! preſume to make ſuch 
a propoſal? Fanny.—1 muſt forget her, my 
friend; I love her already ſufficiently to re- 
ſpeſt her. 


| The baronet ioterrupted him with a burſt 
of laughter. Allons, my friend, ſaid he, 
take courage : when was love unattended 


/ 


by hope? 1 12 
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Adams had given his daughter an excellent 
education. She was cited as an example of 
prudence and politeneſs through the whole 
diſtrict of Salop. One of her relations, mi- 
niſter of a neighbouring pariſh, had taken a 
pleaſure in forming and embelliſhing her 
mind; and to him ſhe was indebted for at- 
tainments far above her years. The pre- 
ccepts of the miniſter had not, however, pre- 
| vented her from diſcovering that ſhe had a 
heart. The fight of our young lord convin- 
ced her of it at once. He frequently repeated 
his viſit to the farmer, or rather to his 
daughter; and ſhe every time made a new 
impreſſion on him. He became penſive, me- 
lancholy; the whole artillery of the baronet's | 


humour was played upon him in vain. Tt 


penſiveneſs 


| tonld not baniſh that dear, that delightful = 


. 
penſiveneſs which for ever carried his heart 


towards the amiable daughter of Adams. 


Fanny, one day, preſented bim wich a 
noſegay. My lord, faid ſhe, bluſhing, I 
could wiſh theſe flowers were better: 1 ga- 
| thered them on purpoſe for your lordſhip. 
Flowers from your hand, moſt beautiful 
Fanny, muſt always be acceptable. This 
compliment, or rather this real expreſſion of 


what he felt, ſoon found its way to the heart 


— Fanny. Her fine complexion aſſumed * 


deeper bluſh, Her parents had not heard the 
anſwer his lordſhip had made her. Upon his 
return home, he gave the flowers a thouſand 
kiſſes. He addreſſed himſelf to them as if he . 
had been ſpeaking to Fanny. The baronet 


did not fail to treat him like a Celadon, or 


an 


* 


Cn 

an Artamenes. My dear friend, ſaid he, 

you muſt certainly have read thoſe piteous 

French romances. You muſt never ſhew 

| your face in London, you will be pointed at 
as you paſs along the ſtreet. I thought you 

would have made an incomparable Lovelace, 


but you are Menalcas by a fountain's ſide. 


Sir Thomas accompanied his friend to the On. 
farmer's. He ſaw Fanny. He was diſcon- 
certed; he had need afdde whole force of his 
wit and humour to defend himſelf againſt the 
ſtroke that had wounded Whatley. He in- 
tends to addreſs himſelf in the language of 
ae. town to the reſpectable villager. She 


ſgpeaks. Ie is in confuſion. Sir Thomas, at 


do have ſome private converſation with Adams. 


length, reſumes his pleaſantry. He retires 


The 


F 


8: 3 
The worthy old man returns, lifting up his 
eyes to heaven, diſtracted, pale, ready to 
fink into. the ground, death in his counte- 
nance. Go, my children. Ah, my lord! 
throwing. himſelf, with folded hands, and 
ſtreaming. eyes, at the feet of Whatley, what 
have I done, that you have ſworn my ruin 
and diſgrace? That gentleman, ſaid! he, mm 
dear, addreſſing himſelf to his wife, and 
painting to the baronet, has offered me mo- 
ney to give up Fanny to my lord. Ta: think 
us capable. of ſuch. baſeneſs, of proſtituting 5 
the dear child we have brought up! take our 
lives, my lord, but leave us our hanour, it is 
, the only poſſeſſion we have. Are we then no 
longer worthy. to be your ſervants? You ſeem 
diſturbed my lord. Lou, yon then had ne 


ſuch deſign. 1 is. von, Sir, who have given 
his 


640 


| his lordſhip ſuch counſel as this. Alas ! what 


would my lord his father have faid ? he 


treated us like his children. No, my dear 


Adams, interrupted Whatley, I never had 


any ſuch horrid idea. This is the inſufferable 
pleaſantry of my friend. Set your heart at 


eaſe. Certainly, my lord, anſwered he, I 


never could apprehend that you ſhould ſo far 


forget your former goodneſs to the grateful 


creatures that are always bleſſing you. As to 
you, Sir, ſaid he, turning to Sir Thomas, 1 


| muſt tell you, that if theſe are your pleaſan- 
N * tries, they are very vile ones; we may be 


poor, but we have a ſenſe of honour as wel! 


as you. If one of my equals, added he, 


1 with a voice choaked up with grief, had made 
mae ſuch an infamous propoſal, I ſhould have 


gone to thoſe extremities which have now 


„ 
been prevented by reſpect. I tell you once 


more, my dear Adams, my friend did not 
mean to infult.you, he was only. in jeſt, I aſk 


f your pardon for him, and he goes. : 


Dio you aſk pardon for me, ſaid Sir Tho- 
mas ?—Undoubtedly, and you ought to aſk: it 
of the meaneſt perſon you have offended; then 

he is our ſuperior, our maſter. How cruel 

to be the occaſion of my ſufferings i You | 
| have offended the father of Fanny. 


I have deſcribed Whatley as one of thoſe 
young lords, that conceal all their defects | 
under the varniſh of politeneſs I am not 


now inconſiſtent : but love works miracles. 


It bad made of a frivolous and inſolent lord, 8 4 


timorous | and reſpeAtul lover; and had 
1 | _— 


„ 


opened his mind to the inffuences of virtue. | 
The complaints of poor: Adams had es ed 
him, and Sir Thomas muſt have been con- 
nected with. him in the cloſeſt intimacy, as 


the conduct of that worthleſs man of faſhion 
was not followed A an open ru Rs, 


Whattey v was diſtreſſed. He adored Fanny, 


yet ne did not dare to ſee her. He was | 
equally afraid of ſeeing the father and the : 


daughter. His friends dragged him to 
London, and plunged him once more in all 


_— thoſe faſhionable. follies and extravagancies, 


which the world calls Hleaſures. 33 


6. ad 


— 


Adams, from that moment, had loſt that 


- 


inhabitants 


* 
a+ : 


5 1 


chearfulneſ which is te be happy portion of the 


K 
inhabitants of the country. He was not · ſa- 
tisfied with Lord Whatley's promiſes. He 
looked upon his daughter's growing beauties 


with a ſigh, and the tear was ſometimes 


ready to overflow the eyelid. 


My dear father, ſaid Fanny, may: I aſk 
you the reaſon why you appear ſo ſad? I 
have obſerved that for ſome time your looks | 
have often been fixed on me; and you ſhed 
tears: can 1 have given you, my tender pa- | 
rent, any reaſon to be diſſatisfied ? ? will you 
no longer love your poor Fanny? Child, ob- 
ſerve what I ſay, and anſwer me ingenuoully. 
Indeed, dear Sir, I have * f You he | 
truth to you. | 


C = Tell 


( 8 )- 
Tell me then, what are your ſentiments of 
my lord ? what do you think of him ? ſpeak 
the truth. . think, father, faid the, with 
Biuthing cheeks and down-calt eyes, I think 
him very amiable, do you not think the 
fame ? My dear child, you muſt learn to 
: know men. This lord, whom you think ſo 
amiable, would have brought me and your 5 
poor mother with ſorrow to the grave; 
would have deprived me of all 1 hold 
moſt dear. Of my beloved Fanny! Sir ! 
what i is. jt you ſay? He would, my. dear child 
(claſping her to his boſom, and bathing her | 
with his rears) he would have diſhonoured 
me, would have taken you for the indulgence 
of a. licentious paſſion— for his miſtreſs. 


(Upon this he ſunk down None the arms of : 


H FT 
* vs 


his daughter) Heavens! | what borrid wretches 


- 


are 


= 9+ 
are men! who conld have thought this of FER | 
lord? Take care, my dear Fanny, refumed 
the father, take care of the ſnare that may be 
laid for you, | Receive no letters from my 


lord; never be a moment alone; - be always, 
if poſlible, in the boſom of your father and 


your mother. Remember that the greateſt 
of all poſſeſſions is innocence, Embrace me, 
my dear child, and be the glory * comfort 
of = parents. 


Fanny wept. No, my worthy father, no, 
you ſhall never have reaſon to bluſh for me. 


I did not apprehend any thing like this from 
my lord. What a barbarous 1 man to diſturb 


our happineſs! © that he may never come 
here Gratitude- and reſpedt my "child, are 


due to him; -and it will be your duty to ob- 
"En ſerve 


ſerve a profound dn oe be direſted * 
my advice. 


F 


Fanny, when done, a Ye times re- 
peated, how can fo amiable a man have ſuch 
ungenerous ſentiments ? O that vile London 
how has it depraved the heart of my lord 
- Whatley ! had he always lived here, certainly 
he would never have debaſed n by ſuch 


a conduct. 


His idea, newer Was 1 wich fan- 
ny; and, poſſibly, ſhe partook of the impreſ- 
ſion he had made. Her lover, in vain, had 
recourſe to thedifGpation of his former atnuſe- 

ments. He had received a wound. that the 
art of London could not cure. Every plea- 

ure yielded to the remembrance of Fanny; 
e was in every d is every object. f 

by. : With- 


= 2t } 
FE Without waiting for the ſ pring, he returns 
into the country, accompanied by his friends, 


who all united to reſcue him from a paſſion 
ſo degrading, as they called i it, and conremp- 


ible, What! ſhould a peer of England 


ſigh under the influences of romantic love for 
2 poor country girlt Inceſſantly ſtunned with 

ſuch reproaches as theſe, his vanity revolted 

againſt the attachment. Whatley, in the : 


hour of gayety and intoxication, ſometimes 


promiſed to think no more of Fanny: but the 8 


enſuing day renewed with a warmer intereſt, 
the idea of his ſovereign miſtreſs, for ſo he 


called har. He roſe more inflamed, and, if | 


: the expreſſion may be pardoned, more infaty- | 


ated with love. 


( 22 2 


| Orr noble lord, as may very well be ſup- 
poſed, was. no ſooner arrived at his eſtate, 
than he vent to the houſe of his tenant. 
The timorous ànd reſpectfal behaviour of 
love made him more amiable. . He could not 
get over that embarraſſing confuſion, which 
the ſight of Adams always occaſioned. Fan- 
ny would fain have perſuaded herſelf to look 
upon him with averſion, but he bad acquired | 
new charms. As ſoon as he entered her fa- 
_ ther's houfe, ſhe withdrew ; but ſhe ſtole A 
glance that ruined her repoſe, and made her 
repeat inceſſantly, he is extremely amiable. 
Whatley thought of a thoufand pretences _ 
prying his n w his kidden divinity, ; 


One * he met Fanny at a nu diſtance 


from the farm the — more beautiful, 
more 


— * 


( 23 ) 


| mars engaging, than ever be had ſeen her. 
A well-fancied hat on her bead, the neigh: 


bouring flowers that fell negligently by her 


ſide, her hair in a diſorder [preferable to all 


| the elegance of art, her heaving boſom, the 


tears that fell from her fine eyes upon the 
roſes of her cheeks, theſe were the circum- | 


ſtances of that enchanting figure in which he 


then ſaw the miſtreſs of his ſoul. She was : 


ſeated at the foot of a tree, and it was eaſy 
to perceive that her young heart laboured 
under ſome oppreſſive ſentiment. Whatley 
threw himſelf at her feet. In tears, my ſweet 


angel, ſaid he! At the ſame moment, ſne 
roſe, and cried, my lord! He would have | 


taken her hand; | ſhe withdrew it haſtily, 


1 
2 g 


of 


'v would have forced herſelf from him and fled _ 
28 to the farm. No, 17 divine creature, you 
204 ebe 18 f - will. --; 
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1 
1 
j 1 


* 


will not leave me. What have I done, 


beautiful Fanny ? what crime have T com- 


mitted ? Ah, my lord, leave me, let me fly 


to my father; he has forbidden me to ſpeak 


to you, or to ſee you. It was very cruel my 
lord, added ſhe, with tears, to think of 


taking advantage of our poverty; you have 


given great diſturbance to my father, and all 
my relations. I have not deſerved ſuch treat - 


ment from your lordſhip, 


| In pronquncin g the laſt words, ſhe _ ad- 
vancing towards the farm- houſe, and wept, 
letting fall her hand, which his lordſhip ſeiz- 


ed a ſecond time. Ah, divine Fanny, do 
not accuſe me, my friend alone ſhould bear 


| the blame: never had I duch an execrable 


thought; is it poſſible that J, who love you 
| ta 


61 
to diſtraction, ſhould treat you without t. re- 
ſpect ? he perceived Adams coming towards 
them with 2 look of anger, incimating a de- 5 
. gn to reprove his daughter. Yes, my dear 


Adams, I will repeat it before you, and in 
| the face of Heaven, that I adore your charm: 


ing daughter. She is virtue itſelf, dreſs d by 
= graces, and it is my pride to lay at her 
feet, myſelf, my fortune, my honours, and 
| my heart, (Fanny bluſhed. She turned her 


fine eyes that were full of tears on her lover, 


thought him leſs criminal than her father had 
repreſented him, and again caſt thoſe eyes 
on the ground.) Yes, Adams, I declare It. 
Fanny has taught me that prejudice ſhould 
yield to reaſon; and now that 1 am in your 
Houſe, before your wife and your children, I 
declare that I will | marry h her; ; that my name, 


F my 


;X 26 * 
my title, my 13 and my 3 ſoul 
ſhall be her's. Les, my adorable Fanny, 


| you ſee your lover and your huſband at your 
. feet. 


What tranſport ! what agitations in the 
heart of poor Fanny ! What are you about, 
my lord? ſaid Adams, raiſing Whatley ; it 
is our buſineſs to kneel before you. I am 
thoroughly ſenſible of your goodneſs, but ig- 
be un and artleſs as we are, we know what 
is due to ourſelves. My daughter was not 
| born to the dignity of lady Whatley: that 
j title belongs to ladies of equal rank with 
yourſelf. Fanny, my lord, is your humble 
ſervant ; ſhe has but one maſter that has 4 
ſuperior claim, aud that is honour, No, my 
lord, I will never agree that yqu, ſhould mar- 
n beneath yourſelf; 1 ſhould A be. Very nwor- 


Tic 


1 


7 
5 thy of your farours, and thoſs of my lord 


Jour father, whoſe memory will be ever dear 
and ſacred to me, if I ſhould indulge that 
paſſion which now blinds you; my wife and 
Fanny herſelf will be of the ſame opinion, 
and I have the honour, in their ſtead, to 
point out to you what is your duty on this 
occaſion, ' and what is ours. Fanny once 
more looked on lord W— and wept. Are 
not theſe, child, your ſentiments ? ? Yes, fas 
ther, ſaid ſhe. But that yes was pronoun- 
ced with a trembling accent, her heart would 
have ſnatched up what her tongue had let 


_ fall, 


What a triumph for Fanny! " the loved | 


lord Whatley, and what ſecret tranſport muſt PRES 
| ſhe have felt, to find his paſſion ſo great as 


654 | the 


E 

ide thing reſt here. Every day he viſited 
Adams. The ſame perſeverance of demand- 
ing Fanny in marriage on his part, the ſame 
fortitude of refuſal on the worthy father's. 
My lord at length determined to write to the 
miſtreſs of his fate. He leaves a letter at the 
foot of a tree. He knew that Fanny muſt | 
_ pals this way, and depended on her curioſity 
for taking up the paper, on which he wrote 
no ſuperſcription. Fanny comes to the tree, 
beholds the billet, but is in doubt whether 
ſhe ſhould touch it. She proceeds without 
taking it up, looks back, returns to the 
place, yields to an involuntary impulſe, un- 
folds the paper, and trembling, reads the 
following addreſs: 


. 9122 


4 * You will eaſily diſcover who 1 is the wri- 
1 ter of this letter, and to whom it is ad- 
. ureſſed. 


62 9 
on * dreſſed, It proceeds from the moſt ten- 
i « der, and moſt. Paſſionate. of men. It is 
« addreſſed to the moſt adorable, but the 
* moſt cruel, the moſt barbarous of women. 
Can the beautiful Fanny be ignorant, that 
6 * the happineſs of lord Whatley depends ſole- 
cc ly on herſelf and her ref] pectable father? 1 | 
cc can only give her my hand and my heart, 
« the ſacrifice i is not ſufficient to expreſs my 


“ love. I know it well, my charming Fan- 


8 e Ny. but it is all that! is in my power. If 


> you loved me, if you had the leaſt ſenſe of . 
_ pity for your unhappy Whatley, I ſhould 
4 be in heaven. The lover, the adorer of 
* the divine Fanny would become her hof- 
« band. But ah, cruel !—Have I a fbgh 
« that” breathes not for you ?—And yet 
5 We. theſe, f ighs | muſt ſoon expire in death. 
40 Sollci 
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( 30 ) 


46 sollcit your xr father to make me ; happy. . 


« Believe that ou will be the happieſt, the 


6c moſt adored of women. Virtue and beau- 


. level all diſtin®tions. You have read 


40 Pamela: a woman like her in virtues and 


175 « accompliſhments, ſhould, like her, be 
« diſtinguiſned and rewarded. But ah, an- | 
cc gelic creature ! Can it be an adequate re- 


ud compence to you, to make you ſovereign 


44 miſtreſs of a man who has not the moſt 


Lo | diſtinguiſhed throne on earth to offer 
« you? —Your anſwer willdetermine whether 


« „ Whatley ſhall end the moſt wretched of 


* « beings, or live the moſt happy of .n men. * 


Ah, my rd, cried Fanny, why' x was * 
not nobly born ? If I were a queen, you 


 hould have no wiſh ungratified. Oh ! He 


ſuffers. 


\ 


3 
ſuffers not what 1 endure. Would we le i 
change conditions —1 would throw myſelf at | 
the feet of my father and mother, and ſhould 
ſoon be his wife. Poor lord 1 How he loves 
me No, no, he never meant to diſhonour | 


me. I always thought i it was = © contrirance 
of chat wicked baronet. 


Fanny Lay the letter in her hand, peruſed 
it an hundred times, and always with the 
moſtardent ſenfibility, with repeated exclama- f 


tions of tender forrow. Sheconfiders whether 


ſhe ſhould ſhew it to her father. She its 
afraid, by ſupprefiing it, et breaking ber 
promiſe. She ſees him, runs towards him, 


and with tears that interroptediher voice, the 
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my lord which I have found. Poor lord 1 


he is very unhappy. If he ſhould die— 


Adams read the letter. Fanny, you never 


concealed any thing from me. Do you 


love my lord ?—She ſobbed violently. My 
dear child, you have told me all; you are 
not in the hands of a ſevere judge, inveſted 


with paternal authority, but of a tender 


friend. What do you expect from this un- 


happy paſſion ? Your honour is dear to you. 
Oh, Sir! a thouſand times more than my 
life. Well, and could you ever fatter your 


ſelf: with being lady Whatley ? Would you 


have me take advantage of a moment of 


weakneſs or | illuſion, to infringe every duty 


I owe to my maſters and benefactors? Are 


"You. 


(33 ) 
you aſhamed of your humble condition, of 
your father's poverty? 


My father, ſaid Fanny, with folded hands _ 


and floods of tears, Heaven is my witneſs, 
how much I love and honour you, If you 


love me then, child, you will overcome that : 

tenderneſs, which to you may be a ſource of . 

miſery, and, perhaps, of endleſs ſhame. We 

will part for ſome time. You ſhall go to 
Jour aunt Harris, who lives about ten miles 

| from hence; there you will remain concealed == 

till my lord leaves this place, and returns to 


town, where he will forget you. Alas 1 


Would my lord forget me?—Go, my dear 


Fanny, you know not the great; you ima · 


gine that they are like us country people. I 


lived for ſome time in town, and I know that 


2: their 
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« 3s J 
their friendſhips are ſhort lived. Marry Aa 
man of your own rank if you would be loved 


by your huſband, and make your family 


happy- Fo-morrow you. ſhall. go: I will 


tell your mother that your aunt has ſent for 


you, and: I ſhall pre-acquaint her with the 


: affair. G0 and prepare for your journey. 3 


- This was a cdirndlerfircice to. Fanny. Her 
father left her alone. It was then fhe felt 
the whole force, the whole influence of love. 


her head ſupported by her. hands, and, her 
heart heaving as if it would burſt, Shall I no 


more ſee my lord— be driven, from: hin— 


myſelf happy - break my heart?—How, how 
3 n what is it you | 


require 


( 35) 
require of e? Can 1 have fortitude enough = 
to obey you, to drag myſelf into exile, into | 
my grave ?—TYes, my aunt will receive 
my laſt fi ighs. Ah, lord * lord 

5 Whatley ) 


Fanny paſſed a miſerable night. Adams 
| g had ſagacity enough to ſee into the heart " 
of his daughter, and to perceive the cauſe of | 
her agitation, He loved her tenderly, and 
thought he ſhould give her a proof of his af- 
feection, by obviating the effects of the young 
nobleman's paſſion, The moment is fixed | 
for the fatal departure. No-body about the 
£ farm knew whither Fanny was going, except 
only her mother, who partook of her daugh- 
ters diſtreſs, when ſhe beheld her labouring 
5. D 5 under 


under thoſe afflictive ſenſations, which ſhe; 


in vain, endeavoured to conceal. 


Fanny, in preparing for her journey, often 
ſighed. She met one of the young men be- 
longing to the farm, who had a great regard 
for her; and ſhe was afraid every moment of 
being ſurpriſed by her father. Tell him, 

faid ſhe, my dear Williams, that I ſhall never 

forget him, and that I am very unhappy. . 
Pray, Miſs, to whom ſhall I carry this meſ- 

fage? Did Lnot tell you, my friend to my 
lord, Who loves me, and who would be 

Jad to marry me, but my father is againſt 
:t—A moment after—No, my friend, faid 
the, tell him nothing; I ſhould offend my 
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4 87 ) 
| fibly, one day, he will hear that I am dead, 
i | and then he wlll | | 


While this poor girl was torn by conflic- 
: ting ſentiments, Adams appeared. Come, 
child, - take leave of your mother, your bro- 
| thers and ſiſters, and let us go. I will at- 

tend you myſelf, and do you cake e care to 
5 keep every thing a ſecret. 


What did not poor Fanny feel at this mo- | 
ment? She quitted the {cenes where ſhe had 
ſpent her happy childhood, the ſcenes where 
ſhe had drawn her firſt breath, and which 
received her laſt Gghs. She caſt her tearful 
eyes on the ſeat of Whatley ; ſhe was a victim | 
that was dragged to receive the mortal blow. 

At this inſtant, a ſervant arrives from lord 


| 2 Whatley, 
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Whatley. Mr. Bo faid he, f iy Pat's de- 


ſires to ſpeak with you this moment : He is is 
in bed, very ill. Ill! cried Fanny; and her 


heart was then in new agitations. 


Adats hafted to the feat of His lord. He 
Actually found Him in bed, and in a high fe- 


Ver: Whatley gave orders that he ſhould be 


left alone with his tenant. Sit down, my 


dear Adams, faid he, with a feeble voice ; 


| you ſee the effects of your conduct. How, 


my lord ves, Adams, you obſtinately re- 
fuſed me your Fanny ; ; you will ſoon be ſet 
free from n my furt ture ſollicitations: Iam ſenſible 
that what 1 ſuffer from this diſappointment 


9 8 A 


will bring me to the grave. Ah, my lord ! 


replied the old man, vou pierce me to the 


f foul Can I be the occalion of your death, 


who 


| TSF 
who would lay down my life for you a 'thon- 
fand times? But, my lord, be judge yourſelf 
of what was my duty on this occaſian. Is my 


Haughter a match for you? Is it for the ſor- 

want to marry her lord? his paſſion will go 

off, Your preſem infatuation will vaniſh. 

No; Adams, no; I ſhall never ceaſe te adove 
| your charming danghter ; I ſhall indemnify 

ber for the injury that fortune has done her, 
by raiſing her to the dignity of my own; 
ant my intentions are fixed, unleſs you are 
inclined to haſten my paſſage to the grave. 
Conſider, my friend, whether you are really) 
determined to murder the tendereit of maſters. 
Aud with theſe Words he mne, 
to embrace him.. 


Da Lu 


/ . 
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( 40 ) 

The good old man, diltracted with” * 
thouſand different ſenſations, cried out, But, 
my lord, what will your family, the town, 
the whole world ſay? ? How is it poſlible for 
me to conſent to ſuch an alliance as this, 
without infringing every duty l am ex- 
tremely unhappy—O that you had never 
ſeen this girl My friend, I will marry Fan- 
ny privately, and declare my marriage after 
the death of my uncle, who is on the brink : 
of the grave. By this means you will com- 
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plete my happineſs, that of your adorable 
daughter, and your family. You will be my 5 
. | father, contigned: he, embracing Adams, | 
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who was quite overpowered. once more 


| grant me! my life, for it intirely depends on 


Fi 


my union with Fanny. Come, my dear 


donn, be _ a pprehenſive that my relations, 
or 


1 


or that the court ſhould be offended. Let 
them but ſee, but know Fanny, and all will 


applaud my choice. 


Honeſt Adams was confounded: he ſighed, 
he caſt his eyes on the ground. Whatley 
called his ſervants. . They raiſe and dreſs 
him. He gets into the coach with Adams, 
and drives to the farm, He throws himſelf | 
at the feet of Fanny, who. had run to the | 
| gate, followed by her mother. Les, this, 
aid he, is my adorable conſort, the wife of 
my heart, and I never * have any other. 


Tbe mother farts back in aſtoniſhment. 
Her father, continued his lordſhij P, conſents 
| io my happinsſs ; 225 frely, you will not 


oppoſe. 
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afpoſt it. You will all three be allied tome 
by the deareſt and the moſt facred Tonnec- 


tions. 
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To Pau prery thing appeared Ilte the 
 Hhtfon of a dream; when lord Whatley 
A ddrefled ber with preſſing tenderneſs—Bean- | 
Aful Fanny, it is yours to confirm that con- vp | 
{efit, which maſt be the joy of my life. 


- -She ſuffered/him to take her hand, which 
he devoured with kiſſes. Whatley, at 
length, read his triumph in her ingenuous 
aſpect. Fanny. was ſilent; but her eyes 
Tpoke: ſometimes ſhe turned them towards 
"Her father, as if ſhe would conſult him what 
auſu er ſhe was to make. The parents of 
dhe worthy girl once more made the ſtrongeſt 
L : 1 


f 


TH ) 
remonſtrances ; ; their MN INY 1679 Ain 


1 found means to ſet them aſide ; till after man 


conflicts, denials, fears, and Intreaties, it 
was at length determined, that his lordſhip | 
ſhould privately marry Fanny. He | flies to 
his friends. Sir Thomas Ward had arrived 
ſome days before. My lord, f after ſupper, | 
when the ſervants were gone, and the glaſs 
went round, informs the compar of his in- 
tention to marry Fanny. Sir Thomas re- 


ceived the intelligence with indignation, and, 
with a burſt of farcaſtic laughter, he drank | 

to the health of lord Whatley, the Fon of £2 

farmer Adams, 


The poor lord under went the deren 
5 ralllery, the moſt humiliating fartaſms. 
— ' .,* defended 


CT 
defended his intentions; he inſiſted on the 
charms, the beauties, the virtues of the 
farmer's daughter. But theſe remonſtrances 
were followed by more inſulting ſallies of ri: 

dicule, and the arguments ſtill ended in the 
. peer diſhonoured, diſgraced by ſuch an alli- 
| ance. It would be needleſs to obſerve, that 
his lordſhip had great pride, and that this 
vice frequently triumphs over love and na- 


ture. 


| Yer fill he died, if he poſſeſſed not Fan- 
ny. That was the e to all the objec- 
tions of his friends, and to poſſeſs her with- 
out marriage was impoſlible, Should he 
employ any other means, he would break 


(WF | 
the hearts of a whole family that was dear 
to him: Fanny herſelf would look upon him 


as 4 monſter, and her love, without her 
eſteem, would not gratify his heart. In 
ſhort, he could have no happineſs diſtin 
from her's. Yet how to render this paſſion 


conſiſtent with what he owed to the diggity 
of his birth, to the world, and to his friends? 


Sir Thomas, after declaiming profuſely on 
impracticable projects, cried, this ſcheme, 
gentlemen, you will certainly approve. But 
1 you really, my dear Whatley, long to 
peſſeſs your little Fanny . had rather have 
the pleaſ ure of looking upon her, ihan make 


A conqueſt of all the . beauties ip..Loadon. Bl 


And 


n 
149 
14 
SK is 


4 
And 1 tell you very ſeriouſly, that my life de- 
pends entirely upon, ber. Well, my friend, 
than I expect your thanks for an expedient 
which-willat once reconcile your honour, your 
pleaſure, and your rank ; which will neither 
render you obnoxious to your uncle, to your 

own reflections, nor to the reproaches of the 
world, Depend upon me for the entire ma- 
nagement of this affair. What is it you pro- 
poſe, ſaid Whatley? Let me know your 
icheme,—Do not 50 mean to 2 05 Fanny ? 
— Moſt certataly—Well hear then, and ad- 
mire wy ingenuity, when J would ſerve my 
fr iends. There is a clergyman i in this neigh- 
bourhood, who will oblige me in any ching; þ-: 


we ſhall alſo be able to find manageable wit- 


neſles, 


. 
ab. In ſhort, my an you fhall be 
married, and you ſhall nor be married; but 


 ſafficiently, at leaſt, to enjoy the object of 

wikis paſſion, and I fincerely wiſh you all the 
joy with which you can flatter: yourſelf. 
What, cried W hatley ! Be a traitor to Fan- 
; ny! And he roſe from his ſear with indigna- 
tion. My dear lord, one a—_— leave; 
pray be ſeated. By this fuppofed marriage, 
| you: grail your paſſion without expoſing 
yourſelf to the juſt reſentment of your uncle; 
Your love will wear off with time, and when 


your enthuſtaſm ſhall be over, you may in- 
demnify Fanny for this little deception by a 
proper ſertlement. This will be a ſufficient 
_ for the virtue of = country girl. De- ; 


; „„ uſable! 


WE teſtable Odious combi What! mould I d 


under the ſanction of ſuch an 0 arti- 
fice, tear a child from the boſom of her fa- 
ther ! Betray my Fanny ! added he; unable 
to reſtrain the riſing tears. | How can you 
have the cruelty to ſuppoſe it? I will marry 
her in the lane of heaven, in the face of the 
| world. - Let my marriage vine a ſecret. 
| till the proper time, but let it be honeſtly | 
| . executed, with the moſt ſacred oaths. Pri- 
thee, my good ſimple lord, hear me, inter- 
mpted Sir Thomas; If Fanny ſhould ill re- 
| | 4 tain your heart, and ſhould really merit the 
| title of lady Whatley, what hinders you, after 


this experience, and the death of your uncle, 
to confirm this marriage, and then to eſta- 


bliſh it by the moſt ſacred ties. This will be 


a new mark of affection, which you will have 
it in your power to give to Fanny, as it will 


appear that enjoyment has not extinguiſhed 


your love. 


| Without „ on the defence of 
Whatley, the attacks of his friends, and, 
above all, thoſe of the depraved baronet, 


who employed all his wit to draw this young 


lord into the moſt atrocious of crimes ; be 


it ſufficient to obſerve, that their attempts 


were ſucceſsful. The treacherous Ward wis 


the principal agent in this horrid plot, and 


every thing was prepared for the pretended 


| marriage. Whatley, ſtung by remorſe, was 
E frequently 
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( 
frequently on the brink of defeating the in- 
fernal ſcheme, But Ward, inſpired by his 
genius for villaing, as s often overbore his i in- 
tentions. Behold our young lord, then, in 
the boſom of his dnn, his innocent an- 
gel! Behold him in the raptures of thoſe | 
re, thoſe high-ſet pleaſures, which alone 
ſhould be the fruits of unviolated virtue, yet 
1 here they were the portion of guilt. 


O Whatley, in the midſt of thefe charms, 
funk under the influence of a heart-felt s 


poiſon. It is true, that he conſtantly con- 
firmed himſelf in the deſign of eſtabliſhing . 


* had never left her 
. father's 


thoſe nuptials, which fraud and impoſture 


«*- 51 5 
father s houſe; her hulband Was ; the idol of | 


her ſoul. ' She was that tender Eve whom 7 


Milton has deſcribed, ſo gently ſubmiſſive to | 
the pleaſure of Adam. Yet there were mo- 
ments when her heart was a prey to ſadneſs, 
though the cauſe was unknown : her parents 
too were penſive, and felt the e unac- 
countable melancholy. But what were the 

pangs of Whatley, when his eyes were fixed 

on that adorable creature, ſo touching, ſo in- 
7 genuous, ſo innocent in the very lap of plea- | 

ture, and yet ſo wronged! When that angelic 


woman flew to meet him, with all the pro- 


digality of chaſte embraces, conſcious of her 


injury, he would decline to meet her; would 
5 ſometimes ſhed. tears, His crime roſe op 
55 . againſt. 
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againſt him. Perfidious Ward ! he cried, 
perfidious Ward! _ 


His uncle ent for him to town. Fanny 
muſt now be left, though now 1 than 
ever beloved and adored. The baronet did | 
not permit him to go out of his ſight; he 
| Was afraid that his diſimulation ſhould aban- 
don bim, and accompanied him when he 
: took his 1058 Whatley vowed inviolable 
"0 as Fanny, and promiſed ſoon to ow 
to her boſom. The tender creature was 
with difficulty torn from the arms of her huſ- 
J and. It was in thoſe trying moments that 
Whatley felt all the vengeance of injur'd 
truth and honour... He beheld Fanny bathing 
his 


£52 3 


his feet with her tears. No, cried he, in- 


terrupted by the agitations of his heart; no, 


excellent creature, I am not worthy to poſſeſs 


you. Such charms, ſuch virtues deſerved a 


better fate. 


Ward at length carries him off and fleals | 


him from thoſe reflections that weighed down 
his heart, and were ready to eſcape from his 
lps. Fanny fainted away in the boſom of 
: her mother, when hee eyes could no longer 


perceive her lord, He was now in the chaiſe 


with the baronet, who exerted all his wicked 


art to ſtifle that remorſe which perſecuted, 


and purſued him to London, 
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Philoſophers and the learned deny the _ 
iltence of pre - ſentiments, and treat tos as 
| diners and ebſurdities. I mult take the 


liberty, however, to differ from them. 


There is no man that honeſtly puts the queſ- 
Son to himſelf, but muſt own that there 
have been ſome critical circumſtances in his 
life, wherein he has been — as it were, 
by an inward voice, that emed to foretel. 
ſome approaching evil, This ſecret, ind | 
gloomy herald, came in all his horrors be- 
fore the mind of Fanny; nor was the hour of 
repoſe exempt from the ſame inward alarm. 
The melancholy refle&tions of the day were 
4 followed by hideous dreams in the night. yp 
s 8 Adams 
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8 Adams lamented the moment when Fanny 

Was frſt ſeen by * lord. Alas! ſaid the 
good old man, would not my ons child have 

; been much ler, if ſhe had married a per 

ſon of her own condition ? He would not 

have left her; they would have been a mu- 
eval comfort and ſupport to ck other in the 

little labours of life. Ab, my Gin Fanny, 

happineſs is only to be found in our own 


hare. 


| Whatley, arrived in town, is hurried by | 
Sir Thomas round the circle of pleaſures. 
The baſe baronet knew the human heart, and 


wanted not to be told that foibles lead to 


| crimes. He drew his friend into thoſe com- 


5 E. • 


/ 


( 66) 
panies, where the delicacy of ſentiment is de- 


| Aroyed, and every {| acceeding day be thought 
of Fanny with leſs ſenſibility, and ſome fea - 


ture of her image vaniſhed from his mind. 


Sir Thomas had communicated in confi- 


- dence to lord Darnton this adventure of his 
nephew: and it was in concert with this 
nobleman, that he endeavoured to draw 


Whatley into that round of diſſipation, where 


the greater paſſions die away ; for it is only 
with ſolitude and reflection that they can 


live. 


Whatley found leſs frequent opportunities | 


to write to Fanny, He received her letters 


with 


. o 
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with leſs ardon r. In one word, his love was 


abated. Not a day paſſed, but the fineſt 
girls in town, like ſo many Circes, ſought by . 
their embraces to rob him of his tenderneſs 


and his virtue, 


Fanny's greateſt misfortune was the youth 
of Whatley ; who, at his years, has the for- 
titude to call his heart to an account, or to 
rouze it from that unſentimental ſtate to 
which it has been reduced by diſſi ipation! ? 
True pleaſures are never enjoyed but by ma- 
turer years. Upon our frſt entrance into life, 
we are generally under ſuch an intoxication, 
as is no leſs deſtructive to pleaſure than to 
_ reaſon, e N 


Ward, 


4 

Ward, "amongſt the reſt of his ſeductive 
arts, did not fail to theriſh and encourage 
the vanity of his noble friend. By this he 
undoubtedly meditated a more mortal blow 
to the intereſt of poor Fanny, than any ſhe 
| could ſuffer from the influence of rival beau · 

ty. When he thought himſelf tolerably ſure 
of the ſucceſs of his artifices, he acquainted 
lord Darnton with the diſpoſition to which | 
he had brought his nephew, 


2 | Whatley had beheld, with ſome emotion, - 

the growing beauties of Miſs Barry, the 
| daughter of lord Ravenſtone. This impreſ- 
fon, fo n to the deſigns of lord 


Darnton, was immediately communicated to 


| him, | 


( 59 ) 
him. He concerted with the father of that 


lady, the proper means of drawing Whatley 
into an attachment. The houſe of lord 1 
yenſtone was open to him; and the young la- 
: dy, at every viſit, appeared more charming, 
Sir „Thomas, like Milton's devil, employed 


© every artifice, and every temptation. He ad- 


| 85 : ded new force to Miſs Barry's attractions. 


He ſpoke particularly of her high birth, and 


of the dignity it would confer on the perſon + 


who ſhould have the good fortune to marry 
her. 12 ſhort, lord Darnton, acquainted 
with the progreſs of his fcheme, propoſes tq 
his nephew to marry lord Ravenſtone's daugh- 
| ter. Every thing, added he, is already ſet- 
ded: you are beloved by the lady, and no- | 
5 _ thing 


thing is wanting but your conſent. I flatter 
muyſelf that you will not diſavow my proceed- 


ings. She is one of the greateſt 1 moſt 


brilliant matches in England. The king and 
che kali court will behold this union with 


pleaſure, Whatley changes countenance, 


throws himſelf at the feet of his uncle, de- 
clares with tears his Stuntion, his engage- 
ments to Fanny, and the neceſſity he was 
under of confirming them by a lawful mar- 
riage. Lord Darnton embraces and careſſes 
his nephew, anſwers him with a diſſembled 

aneh, and employs every art to dazile | 


and overcome his integrity: but he remains 


inflexible. 'Rage and menaces ſucceed ; he 


drives him from his preſence, and the poor 
lord 


E 
lord flies for refuge into the boſom of the 


; ſerpent; Ward; who more inſinuating, more 
5 dangerous, conducts him back to his uncle. 
5 In ſhort, after many tumults, | many conflicts, 
Fanny is lacriſiced, and the weak, the guilty 
Whatley marries Miſs Barry. Were it allow- 
able to paint the horrid crime in leſs: hideous 
colours, one might ſay that he was in ſome 
meaſure dragged to the altar, that, even in 
the arms of his new bride, he bewailed the 
wife of his heart, the wife whom heaven had 
deſtined and devoted to him; and that the 
I” image of Fanny was ever in his mind. The 
cruel lord Darnton took upon him to 
convey the fatal news to the daughter of 
Adams. He had promiſed his nephew to 


xm} 
| ſettle ſuch an income on her, ſhould be, 
to 10 own expreſſion, a ſufficient conſo- 
5 lation for her diſappeintment. The crafty 
uncle, however, was not {atisfied with this 
triumph. He was ſtill afraid that Fanny 


ſhould recover her former influence ; and 
therefore got Whatley nominated to one of 
the remoteſt foreign courts. Our young 
lord ſet off with his new- married lady, ac- 

companied by Sir Thomas Ward, who never 

left him a moment to his own eee 4 
who was always flattering him on his digni- 
ties and diſtinctions, the poor recompence of | 


forfeited innocence and faithful love. 


The 


(ST 
The anxieties, the painful penſiveneſs of 
Fanny increaſed. Already ſome weeks were 
paſſed ſince ſhe had heard from Whatley, 


She could no longer reſiſt the moſt cruel ſuſ- 
picions. In vain was ſhe comforted by. her | 
| father, and the reſt of the family. How 
eould ſhe avoid being alarmed at the ſilence 
| of the man ſhe adored? She counted the 
days, the hours, the minutes he had to waſte | 
in tears, till the time appointed for her 
lord's return ſhould arrive. An expreſs ar- 

rives from lord Darnton, with a letter to 
Adams. The good old man received) aid; 
meſſenger with his uſual politeneſs, deſired 


him to ſit down, took. the 2 paper, and. 


read as follows : ; 
1 eng 


(64) 
cc I ſhall not, Mr. Adams, treat you with 


— 


* a tone of authority on this occaſion. I 


« ſpare you thoſe reproaches which your in | 


«« diſcretion might deſerve; and I am willing 


« to think that your paternal fondneſs may 
« have blinded you. You ought to have un- 
« derſtood that your daughter was a very un- 


ec fit match for my nephew; you muſt, there- 


« fore, give up all pretenſions on that head, 
ce Incloſed you will find a note for a thouſand 


e pounds. Let lord Whatley's folly be out 


9, of all future queſtion, if you would not 


Fe offend | 5 Da RN TON.“ 


— 


The Poor FT man \ had no 8 read this | 


letter, than he fell ſenſeleſs to the- ground. 


He 


- 


1 5; 3 
He was alone; his wife and his daughter 


came in and raiſed him. By the application 
of cordials he recovered his ſenſes; ; he ſaw 
| his daughter, and was ſeized with a trem- 
bling. Ah, my deareſt thild 1 Come my poor 
Fanny, come into my arms. My dear father, 
_ What is the cauſe of this? Why this diſtreſs ? 
| Theſe tears? This agitation ? my father ! 
My child, we are undone, our fears were but 
too juſt, Lord Darnton—klah! What ?— 
is determined to diſannull your marriage, and. 
has had the inhumanity to inſult you with att 4 
offer of money. My lord will not own you 
| as his wiſe. Not as his wife! What ten 
| | ould 1 be? Fanny was juſt able to pro- | 
F nounce theſe words before ſhe fainted away. | 


— K 66 * 
She was carried to her chamber, where ſhe 
continued i in a Ved of eee, MN 


. Take back, faid the indignant old man to 
5 meſſenger, take back his odious favours; 
* am a poor man, tis true; but my lord ſhall 

dot rab me of my honour. It ig my natyra} 

Inheritance; I hold it from heaven, and ne 
man on earth, not the king himſelf, ſhall exep 
deprive me of it. My lord may * act the 5 
| fan to my children, and murder their 8 

| but be ſhall neyer oblige us to give up our 
rights, nor will we ever conſent to the diſfo- 
lution of and marriage, -F will drag m 

wretched age to the feet of lord Parnton. 


Let him throw me into prion. T will take 
\ ED — : my. 


„ 
my trial. The rights of juſtice are above no- 


bility; and an honeſt man, who has always 
| behaved as a faithful ſervant to his lord, vil 
not be nn with impunity. What is it 


you mean ! interru pted the meſſenger, Wl 
could not forbear to veep: with theſe honeſt 
people ? On whit = are your complaints found- 
ed? The marriage of lord Whatley will 
| not be annulled. What marriage de you 
ſpeak of? Do not you know that lord Darn- 5 
: ton's nephew is married to lord Ravenſtone's 
| daughter ? Married My lord Whatley ns 5 
vith any body but Fanny ! Yes, and he is 
gone abroad. 0 heavens ! cried Adams, in 
the utmoſt agonies, and has he then made a 
Jeſt of the moſt fared ties? Can my lord 
. F 2 © 00 
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have any other wife but Fanny? Come, 1 


will go immediately to London, I will have 


juſtice, or death; lord Darnton cannot refufe 


it. . 11 | | a | 


He went into his daughter's chamber, who 


was juſt opening her eyes. Child, you do | 


not know all our wrongs, nor all the trea- 


| chery of lord 


He is married. Mar- 


ried ! 1 Yes, married to another woman, But | 


take courage, we have yet honour and juſtice |. 
left us. Iam going to London, and at my 


return, expect better news. Can lord Darn- 


ton be ſuch a ſavage that nothing can ſoften | 


him ? My dear child (and he preſſed her to. 


| his heart) y you ſhall find a father i in me. 


— 


=} =” 4 | The 


— 


60 
The ſituation of Fanny admits of no de- 


ſeription. The departure of lord Whatley 
was more intolerable than all the reſt. Adams, 
after taking a tender and ſorrowful Jan of 
his wife and children ſet off for London, ac- 
companied by the meſſenger of lord Darnton. 
$7 When Fanny awaked from her ſleep of 
ſtupefying ſorrow, with feeble and dying ac- 
cents ſhe cried, But could you betray me? 
Could you offer to another, that tenderneſs 
you had ſworn to me? Are you really mar- 
ried a ſecond time? Have you another wiſe ? 
Barbarous man? Could you go ' Are vou 
| gone ? | Gone, and kft me to diſgrace, and 
ſhame, and death. I am no longer your 

7 Lp 3 3 Fanny, - 


1 50 „ 
| Fay. But why, my lord ? Ah, why? 
Was it your fortune, your rank, that I 
loved ? You read | in my heart, that heart 
which you have now torn in pieces. vou 
knew that 1 adored nothing but yourſelf. 
1 yet, O my God ! my everlaſting God ! 
it is you that expoſe me to ſhame; it is you 
that break my heart, and bring my father to 
the grave. Her agitations once more over- 
came her; never, ſure, did this wretched 


world produce a more pitiable object. 


Lord Darnton's meſſenger entered his 
houſe, followed by the unfortunate old man, 
No footer did his lord fee him, than he 
| aſked him concerning the event of his meſ- 

is „„ 


„ 
age. He gave An for aſh wer, the thon- 
Land pound note. What! ried his lords 


tip, had he the impudence to refuſe my fa 
vour He is here, replied the ſervant. Let 
bim come in, faid my lord, in wrath; I 
know how to treat people of his . 
Adams entered, and threw himſelf at his 
lordſhip's feet. Yes, my lord, ſaid the un- 
happy father, with floods of tears, I refuſed 
the price of my diſgrace, becauſe my ho- 
nour is not to be purchaſed. 1 am ſenſible 
that J am a dependent of your family, and 
chat reſpect and ſubmiſſion are my duty. I 
did every thing | in my power to prevent tay 
lord, your nephew, from ſo dif} proportionable 
a match; but he would not liſten. to me: He 

Fs +. +a 


. 
wis determined to poſſeſs my daughter, but 
he previouſly married her. Our fate is in 
your hands” my lord, but the knot has been 

tied in the 1205 of haven, and it is heaven 
alone that can diſſolve it. Our only misfor- E 
tune is my humble condition, and my po- 
verty : my family has ever been irreproach- 
able. Would you, my lord, deprive a fa- 
ther, a mother, and a daughter of their lives, 
poor unhappy people that eſteem their honeſty : 
their greateſt bleſſing ? Let me embrace 
your knees, and look upon a miſerable fa- 
T ther, that appeals to your humanity and your 
juſtice. To do you-jutice, replied his lord- 
ſhip,. Lſhoyld drive you this moment out of 
my houſe Io vuId, you have the impu+" 
„% ˖ 
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— 
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1 dence to . my favour ? Thaugh you 
had an hundred daughters, you infolent old 


5 man, a thouſand pounds would be too great 


a price for them. —Hear me—Do not abuſe 
my kindneſs—Take back the bill—Go; and- 


do not think of ſeeing me any more. 


No, faid the courageous Adams, with that 
noble indignation which raiſes the ſpirit above - 
all rank, I will not go. _ I onlyaſk for Juſtice 
. my lord, and I will have it. 1 Tou ſhall 
either this moment run me through the bo- 
dy, or I will have recourſe to every court of 
| juſtice in London. 1 will petition bis ma- 
jeſty: I will lay den him mp grievances, 
my diele; and my rights. 1 u pre n 
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ceeded the honeſt man, with all the ele- 
| quence of anguiſh, I am a poor farmer; but 
my lord, 1 am a father, and an injured fa. 
ther. My complaints will be heard; they 
will be ecchoed n every heart, and the 
world will | protiounce between us. I his 
reaſon and juſtice on my ſide, My grief 
diſtracts me, my lord N01 never can 
think that lord Whatley has formed any other | 
connections This is only x pretence to try 
my iategrity Ah! my lord! once more 
behold at your feet an unhappy father, who 
will never Gd this poſture till he moves your 

compaffion. You cannot be capable of an 

action ſo un worthy of your rank. Come, 
een Danes, I | will give you two thou- 
b | und 


E 


| ſand pounds, and let me hear no more of 


you or your daughter. My lord, you will 
not hear "ms; ; your ſecond propoſal, I pre- 
| ſame to ſay, is a freſh attack on my life and 
honour. You ſhall take that life my lord; 
you ſhall embrue your bands in my blood ; I 
will return no more to my daughter. In- 
ſolent man! Do you e me?—T will 
die, or obtain your conſent to a marriage 
that will not diſcredit you. Fanny was a | 
girl of virtue. NM lord, expect the utmoſt 
from my diltraction; ; it is very dreadful. Do 
| you threaten me, you audacious earth- worn 2 
Know the inſignificancy of | your pretenſions. 
I perceive on what your obſtingey-” and i 
your 3 are founded: you imagine | | 
that 


/ N 


1 


chat your daughter was legally married to 
my fooliſh nephew. I would have owed to 
your compliane: and your duty, what I ſhall 
obtain by law. Know then that your claims 
are A a jeſt, that your daughter has been the 
inſtrument of Whatley's pleaſures ;' in ſhort, 
that the marriage you have the preſumption 
to inſiſt. on, was nothing more than a ſtrata- 
gem to obtain what was, certainly, never 
worth two thouſand pounds. What !—My 
| daughter not married to lord Whatley !—She 
never. was, ſhe has only been his | fires. 
my friend, and I think in that inſtance, his 
ang, my berheu, did you no little ho- 
oft o o | 
2 ate A thynder- 


n 77 8 
A | hundeiſttks could not fd ſmitten 


poor Adams more violently.” "He fell ſenſe- 


Teſs to the ground. Lord Darnton went out 


of the room; and coldly ordered his people 


to take the poor man to the air till he ſhould 


come to himſelf, and then to pay him two 


thouſand pounds. There was a ſcene that 


might have moved the heart of a favage. 


The poor old man lay extended on the floor, 
his grey hairs ſoiled with duſt and tears—He 
1 hardly breathed, and the paleneſs of death 
*c A fervant, who 


had more "humanity 400 10 maſter, was 


moved with compaſſion for the unfortunate 


man; he took him by the arm, and endea- 


voured to fecover him. Adams opened his 


8 8 eyes, 
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6 
eyes, ang with a bitter exclamation, threw 


himſelf again on the floor, crying they have 


deceived my daugh ter; ſhe is not married. 


O my God! my God ! He roſe haſtily, and 


Was going to ſeek lord Darnton, but his 


length failed him; he was obliged to fit 


down, and could do nothing but vent his an- 


guiſh i in a torrent of tears. The cow paſſionate 


" 


domeſtic endeavoured to comfort him; he ex- 


lord Darnton, and concluded, With relating 


Pr etended marriage with Fanny. Adams, in 
diſtraction, tore his hair, and talked of ſtab- 


bing lord Darnton. The ſteward brought 
| - him 


We = 


| horted him to be reconciled to his misfor- | 
tunes, repreſented the quality and power of | 


to him all the circumſtances of Whatley's 


a 
him two thouſand pounds ready told. 
Adams daſhed them from him with all the 
| rage of honeſt indignation. Wretch | Let 
your maſter keep his infamous wealth ! Go, 
he has already more than ſufficiently inſulted 


my grey hairs—1 ſee that I have no other 
protectipn, nor other avenger than my Gd 
I implore his aſſiſtance; and he will puniſh 
the villaips that have deceived my child, my 
poor Fanny. Ah my friend, continued 
he, addreſſing himſelf to the charitable do- 
. meſtic that took him by the hand, and would 
have ſoothed him, if you knew what a wo- 
man they have injured .- Ah! my poor chil- 5 
den — ow ſhall I bear to tell you this 
dreadful ſtory 1-1 find I ſhall die in this 
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place Here my body ſhall lie, and call down 5 


the divine vengeance. The Supreme] uſtice 


can redreſs the meaneſt of his ereatures, and 


He will not refuſe his ſuccour. 

The worthy father was diſtracted with 
grief He would throw himſelf, he ſaid, at 
the feet of the king; ; he would purſue What 
ley; he would petition the houſe of lords. 
The ſervant, by degrees, brought him to a 


ſenſe of his ſituation, told him that every 


extremity, even death itſelf, would be vain, 


and repreſented to him the authority of the 


* great, who always trample on the rights of 
the poor with impunity. At length he drew 
him toa little diſtance from lord Darnton's 5 


| houſe, 


( 
houſe, and conveyed him to the lodgings of 


his wife. She received the unhappy Adams 


uioith that humanity peculiar to thoſe whom | 


the inſolence of grandeur and fortune has de- 
nominated the meaner ſort of | people, a hu- 
wanity which is certainly preferable to the 


ſuperficial and hear tleſs politenels of the ſ plen- 


5 did and the gay. 


The ſituation of Adams is not to be de · 
ſerided: his general exclamations . My | 
dear Fanny! My poor daughter Child of 
my heart! How have they diſhonoured thee | ? 
Thee! to whom honour was more precious 
than life!—Ah! why did not the traitor 


Whatley rather ſacrifice you in the boſom | 
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of your father ? Then the poor man * f 


weep, as if his foul would waſte itſelf i in 


tears. 


The generous domeſtic, ſtill more moved 
at his ſufferings, pretends ſickneſs that he 
might continue with Adams, who had the 


ſpirit to write a letter to lord Darnton, filled 


Ing to hear a farmer talk in this ſtrain, when 


it is remembered that Adams had a liberal 
education. Beſides, a Vrtubtis mind calls 
forth its powers, is elevated and exalted, ac- 
quires a kind of conſcious diguty and ſuperi- 
 ority in thoſe circumſtances which ſtrongly 


affect 


r 


(to uſe an expreſſion of Statius) with all the 


majeſty of grief. It will be no way ſurpri- 


ECTS) 
affect its intereſts, It is obſervable that men 
have acted prodigies of valour, firmneſs, and 
eloquence, when they were excited by the 
great emotions of nature, the only ſource of 
ſhining deeds and diſtinguiſhed talents. The 
old man's letter was conceived in the fol- 


lowing terms: 
ng Ly 


_ © Barbarous man it Is before the throne 
of everlaſting juſtice that I ſummon you, 
. and you ſhall there take your trial, | You 
- have brought diſgrace and ſhame into the 
© laſt paths of wy life. To recompence the | 

e labours of an old ſervant, who has eat his 
60 — of bread with the honeſt ſweat of his 
% brow, you have brought diſtraction into 
„ G2 r his 
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« his heart, and betrayed the honour of his 


cc 


child, even in his own boſom—But know, 


unfeeling man, that heaven will call you 


to a ſtri& account for thoſe tears, and that 


blood which now drop from me. Your 


execrable nephew—T have already ſum- 


moned bim to the tribunal of God, that 


tribunal which is not to be corrupted He 


will give us vengeance, He will give us 


vengeance. You will one day ſuffer re- 


„ morſe for your abominable crime, but it 


will be too late; your wretched victims 
will be in the grave, and from that grave 


their voices ſhall pierce the ſy. . ou | 


40 have dif, graced my old age—You have 


ſunk under a Joad of infamy a man, a 
| Whole 


„ } 6 
4 whole family that ſerved, loved you, and 
ec — under the ſhadow of your protec- 
tion Tou have trod upon weakneſs ind 
* innocence, I give up to you, and your 
" perfidious nephew, the farm and the pro- 
e perty that was entruſted to me. May hell 
« open, with all its horrors, to {ſwallow wa 
e both! We will go to bathe with our tears 
ſome other place, to give up our torn 
6 hearts to miſery and anguiſh, and there 
E loſe our laſt ſighs. May this letter urge 
| * to your heart every painful arrow you have 
&© {ſunk in mine! A man reduced to extre- 
© mities as 1 am, heel fear—Diſpatch 


4 ws quickly For that is the crime you will 


add to thoſe you have already committed. 


G 3 Alt 


"$0 1 
cc Ait will undoubtedly be leſs horrible, and 


©, it is all that Adams is willing to owe you.” 


| Theafflited father left London, loading it 
with imprecations. His diſtraction increaſed, 

n broke out anew when he - 
: ed his own houſe. He beheld it with groans 

of anguiſh, and cried—T here is the aſylum | 
of my poverty— There did I bring up my un- 
Fortunate daughter in innocence ni virtue, 
but oh! to involve us in everlaſting ſhame ! 


1 2 Ah! how ſhall I ſee my family ! How ſhall 


| | I go to plunge theſe daggers in their hearts! 


Could I have believed that my laſt days would 
have been thus covered with diſgrace ? 


The 


9 > 
The domeſtic, his faithful attendant, ſup- 
ported him, and he dragged himſelf towards | 


the farm. His wife and daughter came out 
to meet him: It was with difficulty Fanny 
: could ſupport herſelf as ſhe walked. She was 
ready to expire—She made an effort to throw 
herſelf into the arms of her father, crying, 
O my father! —Adams claſped her to his 
5 breaſt—He would have ſpoke— Fanny ſaw 
his diſtreſs, and therein read her fate, Iam 

not lord Whatley's wife ; I have nothing to 
| do but to Jie. They ſat down.— Adams, as 
well as his anguiſh would give him leave, 

related to them the barbarous e in 
which he had been received by lord Darnton. | 

When he came to the. horrid treachery of 

| G4 7 Whatley, 


t 
| Whatley ; to the pretended marriage ; -Hah! 
(ried Fanny, am I then deceived ? Am I not 8 
his wife ?—Scarce had ſhe pronounced theſe | 
laſt words, "ER ſhe fell to the ground, as | 
if ſhe had been ſmitten with a thunderſtroke, 
Lord D's domeſlic Was extremely affected at 
this ſhocking ſcene—Fanny was conveyed to 
her bed, which ſhe had got left, but to drag 
herſelf to meet her father. Adams ceaſed 
not to embrace and weep over her—Ar length | 


ſhe recovers her ſenfes—But is it, ſaid ſhe, 


ore Whaley, who has deceived, betrayed 
me ?—Ought Ito have expeſted ſuch a blow : ? 

1 ſoon as the untöetiem woman aroſe, ſo 
to expreſs it, out of the arms of death, ſhe 
ſeemed to be animated with ſuperlor ſtrength; 
Sl - op 


1300 


ſhe ſeemed, by ſome miracle, to have obtained 


another heart. She raiſed herſelf upon her * 


arm. Her features that had been dejected 


by languor begun to be animated. She 


ſeemed to command her tears to ceaſe Come, 


my father, ſaid the majeſtic beauty, let us 
forget even the name of the villain who meant 


to dimonour me. My honour is il the 


property of my heart—It is he—it | is the ex- 
ecrable traitor who has forfeited his own. 
He has abuſed the moſt facred ties—He has 


deceived me—He has riot robbed me of the 


innocence of my ſoul. Can I be criminal i in 


your eyes, in the eyes of God: Since I have 


nothing now to hope for in life, how eaſy 


were it for me to die ?—But I will live for | 


* 


your 
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Four conſolation, your ſupport. You and 
- my mother ſhall be the whole world to me, 
Let us fly from this deteſted farm, this ſcene 
of guilt and horror Let us go, video lord 


Whatley, where even his idea ſhall not follow 


me (and at thoſe words ſhe wept) Let not 
Et - . even his name be pronounced among us !— 
We 8 will forget 1 will tear 
him from my heart. My render father —1 


am willing to ſubmit to the moſt toilſome la- 


bours, the moſt humble employments, to any 
thing, provided you will be careful of your 
life — Provided you will love your Fanny 


who is not a guilty creature — At thoſe words 


— . er— reng 
- 


"A her fortitude gave way to a freſh flow " 
tears. At length the unhappy family leaves 
he | 


* 


the fatal place - But Fanny forſakes it not 


without ſometimes turning her eyes towards 
it, without ſome regretful looks—She ſeem- 
ed to leave in that place the moſt ſenſible part 
of her faculties, the moſt lively principle of 
her ſoul. Under the influence of that aſſumed : 
fortitude, love had not loſt his force. That 
Fanny, ſo magnanimous, poſſibly wept the 
more in ſecret. Virtuous minds are always 
moſt ſuſceptible of the great paſſions. Thoſe 
unfortunate people went to the houſe of the 
miniſter, their relation, whs had ſuperin- 
' tended the education of Fanny. The do- 
| meſtic who had accompanied Adams from 
London, returned thither ; but diſdaining to 


ſerve 


( 92 ) 
ſerve a man of lord Darnton's principles, he 


defired his diſmiſſion. 


Lord Whatley, though married to a charm- 


ing woman, in the boſom of pleaſures and 


| honours, and ſurrounded with the pomp of 
F dignity, was far from taſting any true hap- 
pineſs. His lady had all the airs of a woman 


of quality; behaving with a diſguſting cold- 


neſs to her huſband, and courting the atten- 


tion of others in the genuine ſpirit of co- 


quetry; ſhe was handſome, vain, and haugh- 


ty-xet that haughtineſs was not ſo ſevere as 


to ſave her from many ſcandalous adventures, 


the report of which came * the ears of her lord . 


He would have urged his affection, but was 


not | 


3 15 


not heard: he threatened her with the au- 


thority of an injured huſband, but his threats 
were anſwered by the moſt glaring indeco- 
rums. The daughter of lord Ravenſlous was 
ſupported by a great name, and a powerful | 
intereſt at court. Whatley was therefore 
obliged to put up with his affronts The 
conduct of his lady many times brought to 
his remembrance his poor Fanny, who loved, 
who adored him, and whom. he had diſho- 
noured at the expence of the Oy" and ten- 
dereſt love. But this image that roſe in his - 
wind was ſoon deſtroyed by the induſtry 
of the baronet—He hurried him round a 
clade of continual diſſipation—He plunged 
him into every debauchery of heart and mind, 


and 


03 
and while he was repelling the remembratice 


| of Fanny, he was extinguiſhing, by the ſame 


iy : 


means, the natural ſentiments of honour and 


__ virtne, 


Some years paſſed while Whatley continued 
in this death of reaſon, and honeſt ſenſibility. 


He returned to London with his wife, who 


did not fail to torment him with the moſt 
eruel chagrins. She diſhonoured him by her 
continual intrigues, embroiled him with her 
relations, and rendered him contemptible in 
the eyes of the court. Yet in theſe mortify- 


ing circumſtances, he had one conſolation. 


ee Gs nets tte es 
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His lady died, leaving him debts, enemies, 
inſult, and ſhame. It was then that Whatley 


gave 


ts 


( 95 ) 
gave himſelf up to the moſt boundleſs diſſipa- 


tion: there was not a noted tavern in Lon- 


don, where he was not the diſtinguiſhed he- 


ro of libertiniſm, and Sir Thomas Ward 


partook of his reputation. They went, by 
accident, with ſome other friends, to Brown's 


coffee-houſe—The converſation of the com- 


| pany turned on the ſubject of honour, a ſub- 


- ject ſo trite, and yet ſtill ſo new—But why, 


gentlemen, do you make this your ſubject, 


aid a perſon who was a ftranger to them, 


but whoſe years, and ſimplicity of appearance 
rendered him reſpectable; why do not you 
talk of matters with which you are better ac- 


quainted 2—Of horſe-races and faſhions ?— 


What do you mean, interrupted Whatley, 5 


briſkly ? 


4 96 3 
briſkly ?-—That you are a x very unfit perſon 


to diſcuſs the ſubject of honour—How ! know 


I not what honour is?—You!—There are 


very few people that know what it is—Inſo- 


lent * am not inſolent- I only ſpeak the 
truth—Immediatel y ſome perſon enquires for 
this ſingular man, and draws him out of the | 


- coffee-houle, the reſt of the company re- 


mained in aſtoniſhment. 


Gentlemen, cried lord Whatley, you may 


be very ſure I know what I ought to do upon 


this occaſion, and I ſhall ſoon convince you 


whether I have a right to be called a man of 


honour. He went out along with Ward, 


who heighten'd his reſentment., They made 


enquiry | 


Wo 


EY 
enquiry after this man—The next day, early 
in the morning, Whattey goes to the houſe 
where this man had an ordinary lodging. He 
knocks at the door,—The ſtranger, who had 
no ſervant, opened it, ſaying, my lord, I | 
did not expect you ſo ſoon. By your leave 1 
will go to bed again Expect me! Then 
did you 4540 =D ?—Certainly—I am glad 
to find you did me that juſtice; but, in the 
firſt place, ſir, who are you? Who am I? 
a man—What is your title ?—My heart, and 
the love of truth. Do you know who Iam? 
They call you a lord, and I ſuppoſe you are 
one, for you reſemble the reſt of that frater- 
nity—But neither you, nor they, I repeat it, 
have any right to talk of honour—You in- 
H ſult 


; - 


| ſult me, and I expect fatisfaQion 3 whoever 


you may be, you ſhall take your chance with 
we—You think then that you have a right to 


| take away my life, or to ſacrifice your own 
Imprudent young man! What familiar inſo- 


lence !—Do not you imagine that I owe you 


. reſpe&t?—1I will convince you of it What! 
by running me through the body ?—You ſup- 


poſe that fortune will favour you—lIf, in ef- 


fect it ſhould, and if I ſhould have time to ex- 


1 preſs my ſentiments, do not look for reſpect, 


but rather contempt, perhaps, pity—Con- 


- tempt !—Yaur pity !-—Get out of bed, friend, 
this mament; and let this diſpute be quickly 


ended an the one fide or the ather. How 


ada this impudeat fellow treats me! 


Lam 


(9) 
| tan not impudent, and 1 hall get up imme | 
| Giately; the ſtranger riſes, and dreſſes hiinſelf 
with great tranquility, while lord Whatley | 
"walked backwards and forwards in the cham- 
ber in the utmoſt agitations. Come, fays he, 
| et us go behind Hyde-Park, and there I a1 
make you know what it is to offcad a mus of 
my rank—A man of your rank ought to fup- 
| port his ſuperiority by probity and virtue; 
without thoſe diſtinctions, he is on a level 
| with the loweſt Plebeian—What do I fay?— 
He is not comparable to the latter, if he acts 
his humble part honeftly. Whatley ſtormed 
with anger. Scarce were they artived on the 
ſpot, when kis lordſhip drew, and caffed 

wen te amagnit 0 do che fame. One 
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word by your leave. It is againſt my will 


that I fight. This acknowledgment may ap- : 


pear ſingular ; you may deem me a coward, 


a poltroon, but I am neither the 0 one nor the 


other—When you ſhall know my name, you 


will do me Juſtice, D n is an infamous 


thing: it is contrary to all laws both divine 


and nn, and is nothing elſe but aſſaſſina- | 


ion. But I mall comply with your deſire, 


and, as you are determined- to have it ſo, 
ſhall do myſelf the honour to cut a throat 


with you. I have only one thing to deſire. 


What is that -I have offended you by ſaying = 
that you had no knowlege of honour: before 


| we fight, do me the favour to tell me what 


you mean by the word of honour, and try to 
do 


do it calmly. I believe this man is mad No, 
I am not mad. What is that honour ? Tell 


me what idea you have formed of it? 


Lord Whatley made uſe of all thoſe defi- 


; nitions which are ſo well known, and fo ill- 


founded, Have you done, my lord res 
Jou ſeem to be very little acquainted with 
your ſubject, and, perhaps, you have forgot 


the .principal parts of it—Does not honour 


conſiſt i in keeping one's word without diſ- 


pute—And the weaker, and. more defence- 


| lefs the perſon is to whom that word is given, 


the more facred a man of honour ſhould hold 
his faith, Is it not, in ſhort, the rankeſt, 

the moſt degrading vileneſs pa break it, to 
Hz. : | betray 
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betray it in ſuch an inſtance, and to ſnatch 
by treachery the rewards of truth? W ould 


you, my lord, make a purchaſe by falſe or 
forged bills? At thoſe words, Whatley 


ſtormed with indignation, — Forged bills !— 


But you, my lord, you have been guilty of an 


action A thouſand tlines more baſe—Draw 


- Mir Hear me, and as ſoon as I have ex- 
— plained myſelf, we will fight. Though 1 
had A thouſand lives, and ſhould loſe them 


all by your hand, you would not be lefs cul- 


pable. would you not forge a bill ?—Bar- 


| barous man! What did you then, when you 

: impoſed on innocence, love, and truth; when 
yielding to the dicates of your vile accompli- 
| ces, under Fretext of the moſt ſacred and 


moſt 


© 1609 ) 

Molt folemn oaths, you diſhonouredd an un- 
happy creature, who received you into the 
arms of innocence, under the ſanction of the 


Altar What did you, when tearing in pie · | 


ces the pureſt ak tendereſt heart, yout con- 
duct was followed by death and ruin—when 
you brought an aged father to the grave 
with ſhame ? Thoſe unfortunate people that 
were honoured with the name of your de- 
| pendents, who conſidered the boſom of their 
lord as an afylum ; whom you ought to have 
protected And was it you that ſacrificed 
: them ?—You underſtand me: truth, love, i 
and innocence betrayed ; your heart, yes, 
pour heart itſelf, my lord, if you dare look 
| Iato ir, al theſe will riſe agen you—Xon : 
| 3, H 4 7 e 


(el 
| ſeem diſturbed— Ah! faid lord Whatley, and 
a tear roſe into his eye Too true I have 
acted diſhonourably ; and this is what honour 
calls upon me to do—Upon this he threw 
down his . word—Embrace me, generous 
firanger—You open my eyes, you bring me 
to myſelf— Then flying into his arms—Ah! 
2 tell me, tell me, ſaid he, what is become of | 
Fanny r. I am indeed a wretch, the 
_ vileſt of criminals— This, my lord, is ho- 
nour, it returns to your heart, and 1 acknow- 
lege the man—Fanny and her family live in 
bit terneſs and miſery— They have taken re- 
fuge with a relation, who ſupports them in 
their deplorable circumſtances, and the un- 
- fortunate Fanny ſtill loves you. Loves me, 


In 


\ Interrupted 


0 106 ) 


interrupted Whatley, with tears; Ai loves 


me !—Ah fir! let me fee her, let me throw 


myſelf at her feet Will you have the good- 


neſs to conduct me? 


Ward, who had followed his friend” at a 
diſtance, runs up to him, and finds him in 


tears—Come on, Sir, ſaid Whatley ; ; behold 


the triumph of ſentiment es, I acknow- 


lege myſelf culpable, and this gentleman had 


a right to tell me that 1 could not with pro- 


priety talk of honour: he has opened my 


eyes, my friend, and I fly to repair the in- 
| juries I have done. Whatley explained the 


circumſtances of this adventure. Ward was ” 


| ovtragrons, reproached him with meanneſs of 


ſpirit, 
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ſpitit, and draws upon the worthy man who 
| had brought him back to virge—The ſtran- 
ger tries, by the ſtrongeſt remonſirances, to 
| evade fighting with the enraged baronet; but, 
at laſt, being conſtrained to it, he cries, it 
Was you, wretched Ward, who corrupted | 
. - the virtuons Whatley—Y ou oblige me to the 
| crime either of ſacrificing your life, or my 
own—Neither my words, nor my tears, for 
I bluſh not to weep, have any effect upon 
you Take then the conſequence, 1 may 
my death ſoften your rigid heart, 44 bring 
vou to repe ntance Whatley would have 
parted them, but Ward would not hear him. 
7 They fight—The ſtranger diſarms him, and 
: gives him back his ſword, faying, live, and 


is | enjoy 


'E 107 ) 
: "Moy the privilege of repentance, Whatley | 

"ak new efforts to appeaſe his friend—Bur 
he fell with greater fury on his generous ad- | 
| verſary, and at laſt received a mortal thruſt 
: that laid him on the ground. The ſtranger 


immediately took him by the arm, aſſiſted by - 
Whatley, who bathed his friend with his 


tears. The conqueror gave himfelf up to the 


molt piercing grief. O Heaven! faid he, 


with groans, that I ſhould be guilty af ſuch 


a crime! That I ſhould ſhed human blood, 
the blood of a fellow creature! Ah! my 


| lord, continued he to Whatley, I partake in 
your diſtreſs—Sir Thomas Ward has involved 


me in this guilt, 1 ought, rather, to have 


let him run me through the heart: I never 


_ vp 7 © — * - . A 
LW Vow ih OS I et D — * 
T — 3 


4 : 
6.1 
65 
ont 
5 A 
— 11 * 
1 
7 
2 
FTP 
nd 
A 1 
» 

1 30 
* 4 g 
* 
9 

* 
Li = 
* 1 
4 
11 
. 
7 \ 
Ti 
13 
1 
p 
7 
# 
7 
» 
NF 
1 
* 
Ml 
* 
4 
* 
N [ll 
A 


( 108 ) 

ſhall ſurvive this accident. Whatley's ſervants | 
came and took away the body of Ward, while 
| his lordſhip and the ſtranger returned to town 
: in the ſame carriage, gruck with the deepeſt 
concern and melancholy. The people in the 
neighbourhood who had been preſent at the 
combat, all depoſed in favour of the con- 
queror. Whatley having recovered from his 
firſt emotions of grief, diſcovered at length 
that the perſon who had killed the baronet, 
was an officer of birth, and diſtinguiſhed for 
his merit and his bravery, He bad retired 
from ſervice, and lived like a true philoſo- 
pher, that is, like a man who had the ſup- 
port of honour and virtue at heart. He em- 
ployed the greateſt part of his fortune in the 


relief 


e 
relief of indigener fle wwolded ſplendour, | 
end hee under ti: protective and pleaſing 
ſhade of his own integrity, His name was 
Windham. Whaley flew to his apartment, 
whom he no ſooner perceived than he cried, 

Ah! my lord! I ſhall ſoon follow my unhappy 
victim to the grave — cannot bear to think 
of this event, to think that I have deprived a 
man of his life! I ought to have evaded a 
circumſtance ſo horrible. Fatal prejudice ! 
Haw long ſhall it triumph over reaſon! Is it 
thus a man ſerves his country ?—How nearly 


does ſuch virtue border on a crime ! 


This worthy man was pierced with grief 


and melancholy, nevertheleſs, he recovers the 


health 


( I 10 s 
bel that he . he ſhould you 
longer enjoy. Whatley, while he bewailed the 

fate of his friend, Was obliged to own that 

ke alane had been to blame, and that he had 
obliged Windham to come to extremities. 

He was no leſs ready to acknowlege that the 

baronet had been the cauſe of all his irregu- 

 larkties, that he hadi led him into that ſhame- 
ful treachery, | the diſgrace of his life—In one 
word, that he had been the occaſion of all 

Fanny s ſufferings. Theſe reflections ren- 

dered che memory of Sir Thomas * dear | 


to his friend. 


; Windham informed his lordſhip of the. 
cruel behaviour of lord Darnton, with re- 
e e gad 


iin 
gard to the unfortunate Adams. What 2 
deſcription for Whatley ! His ſoul had re- 
covered all its honeſty, all its ſenſibilty. 
' Windham was a kind of ſuperior being, who 
refined him from that gulf of depravity into 
which Ward had plunged him; and What- 
ley wiſhed for nothing but the moment that 
| ſhould reſtore him to his Fanny, the only 


wife of his heart, 


Windham related ſuch circumſtances as ſilt 
heightened his impatience to ſee her. That 


| warthy man, in travelling over the different 
counties of England, had been led by 10 
dent, to the houſe of that clergyinan with 
whom Favpy and her family had taken refuge 
| 7 


„ 
It was from themſelves he learnt ; their mis- 
fortunes, and the perfidious behaviour of lord 


Whatley. Windham, with pleaſure, indul- 


ged his impatience; and they took their way 


to the village where the clergyman lived. 


Whatley already felt the happineſs « of re- 
pairing his injuries, and at n they arrived. 
But what a thunderſtroke to the penitent 
lord! They found the clergyman dead; and 
the place where Adams and his family had | 


retired was unknown, It was only obſerved, 


that wherever they were, they muſt be very 


miſcrable—This, cried lord Whatley, is 


what I have done—I am the cauſe why 


theſe unfortunate people, perhaps, are now. 


3 = 


— 


„ 
| no more—It is I who have murdered the moſt 


adorable of women. Let us go no farther, 


my generous friend! Here I will die — Here, 


where my Fanny has wept and reproached 


me No, angelic creature! You never could 


love me after ſuch enormities; my conduct 


is deteſtable even in my own eyes. Let us 


go, my lord, ſaid Windham, let us not idly 


give up our ſearches here—Why ſhould w 
diſtruſt the goodneſs of Heaven ? It is that 
which has opened your eyes —Let us believe 


that we are under the conduct of providence, | 


and that your Fanny will be reſtored to your 


arms, that you may make reſtitution for all 
the injuries you have done to her and her re- 


lations—Virtue has its reward ſometimes even. 
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in chiz world. Thus he encouraged the | 
deſpairing wWhatley They purſued their 
| journey, and made the moſt diligent enqui- 


Windham bimſelf at length begun to dec 
pair of fucceſs, and the nahappy lord was ia 
the greateſt diſtreſs. They were on horſe- 
back, and unattended, when they met a 
haronet of Windham's acquaintance; he flop- | 
ped a little to talk with him, and Whatley 


* &ckild was weeping very bitterly at alittle | 
appeared to be about fax or fever: years of 
A DD nage 


Two) | 
2ge—Tt had an air of delicacy which was 
= touching, under the diſadvantages of a poor 

dreſs. Its bers, its native comelineſs, greatly 
moved his lordſhip. He looked pn the 
child with pity, and could not draw his eyes 
from it. What makes yon weep, my ketls | 
dear, ſaid he? My poor mamma! She told 
me ſhe ſhould die ſoon, and ſhe wept when . 
ſhe kiſſed me- Mamma is very unhappy— . 
we haye nothing to live upon—Mamma 
cries, and grand papa is fick in bed. Thus 
the child, with mingled tears and ſighs, ut- 
tered its little complaints. Poor child! But 
your father, my dear Oh! Sir, I never | 
faw my paga=+It is my papa that hes made 
us all anhappy-- Memtes often talks of hin. 
E 1 She 


( 36 } 
She ſays ſhe loves him, and. ſhall love. him as 


long as ſhe lives—Though, to be ſure, he 

has given her a great deal of trouble She 

a pray to God for him every day 

Poor papa is in a very bad way, added the 

child, weeping as if its little | heart would 
break. 12 0 


Lord Whatley was affected, and alighting 
from his horſe, ran towards the child, who 
did not ſeek to ſhun him, but ſtretched out 
its arms. to embrace him. Embrace me, my 
little angel! you are a ſweet child — And 
what are your parents, They work in the 
geld—Vour mother too ?—She 1 18 always the 
firſt to go to work, Sir, though ſhe has not 
8 Pt 3 5 * much 
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much Rrength—She takes care” of my grand 


: papa—T wiſh I-were rich, that I could: help 
my poor mamma, ſhe is' ſo very good —And 
where do you live, my dear child? Below 
there; Sir!—ſhewing him a wretched cot- 
tage — Will you go with me to your dear 


mamma: Oh ſhe would chide me, Sir !— 


My mamma ſees nobody. Fear not, faid his 


lordſhip, ſtill embracing the child, I will make 


your excuſe The child heſitated, looked at. 


him, and gave him its hand—He took it in 
one of his, and with the other held his horſe's 
bridle. Windham followed him at a diſtance. 
He went along with the child, who condu&t- 
ed him to 2 poor hut covered with 'thatch; 


ind ſurrounded by a miſerable hedge—A fer 
# iz ns 


N r 
SEES. 


9 
—_— 

* — 
N = 


ae 


n — — — CES « kg, * A ——— — 2 — — 
n " — os <> adn pon 7 I BEI. * * 8 * 
— * * er 1 > oy as. 2 * . n "ie ; -= — 
2Þ-IX + "SS 1 ur — ang . 2. ;” a — F p n * — ? = 5 2 : 2 * 
5 2 5 _ / , * 
”; a ” Mie ' 2: — 27 * . Lo & a = 1 2 * = a, ICS — . we * 
1 N 2 „ a —i# 8. 7. I I I 4. 5 
+ - _—— 
# 8 


1 


4.7% 
70 
44 
{Ty 
"gp 
. 
. * 
+” io 
th 2 
ia 
3:6 
& 
* 
17 
5Y 
» 
« 
+ 
i"; 
* 
3 
+ 
1 
l 
by! 
Al! K 
N 


1 

0 7 
1 
8 
Fe 
＋ 
+ 
* 
. 


3 
[ 
i 
' 
i 
i 


* 1 — 
Fl 77 ” x 
4 o 9 
| & 0 . 


Nes from — woman ſitting 


vn the fide of à ditch with a mattock in her 
hand, and ſeemingly oppreſſed with fatigue 
and melancholy—The child goes up to her— 
Pray, mamma, do not chide me for bringing | 
this gentleman, who wanted to ſee you—She 
looked u p—Whatley fell at her feet My 
dear Fanny My lord Whatley !—She faint- 
ed away, Her child threw rſelf into her 
arms—And at the ſame moment Windham 
came up—Whatley firſt recovered—My dear 
Fanny! It is you 1—0 my friend! I have 
found the miſtreſs of my heart—My excellent, 
wy only love, ſes ms at your feet! Lift up 
your OT Behold: your rer! your” huf- 

eee 0 band 


: „ 
| band—who repents from his ſoul! My dear 


44a . . 


Fanny, to what a condition have 1 reduced b 


| you! 


. . Whatley was proftrate at her feet, which 


he preſſed to his lips and bathed with his 


tears. Fanny recovers from her fwoon, and 
falling into his boſom, is it you, faid the, my 


lord Whatley ?—Yes, my adorable love, ie 


is your huſband, who repenting of all bis 
 follies and viees, returne to virtue in your 
embraces, and to that tenderneſs which now 


poſſeſſes his ſoul, and makes bim de we re. 


pair your injuries .- bi lord! have you e 
| braced your child, faid. Fanny tenderly—Go, 


ny dear, and embrags your n- 


„ child: 
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( 120 ) 
chi id! O God! My child This perfectly 


overcame him —He careſſed Fanny and her 
child by turns, and preſſed them to his bo- 
| ſom—Yes, my lord, continued Fanny, it is 
your child — The fruit of our cabappy love— 
have brought him up to love you, that When 
he ſurvived me, he might tell you of his un- 
fortunate mother : for had' you N come a few 
days later, you would not have 8 me here —I 
ſhould have been in the grave—I ſhould have 
left a letter in his hands, and might have 
flattered e ſhe could proceed no 
. ſwelling boſom would not give 
her utterance, and Wha tley took her again 
into his arms— Ah! tell me not of my 
crimes ! I am ſeverely puniſhed: for them—I 


a3: 16933. * 4 
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feel it at my ſoul— But oh! Could 1 then re- 


duce to ſuch a condition the moſt amiable, 
the moſt valuable of women? May I, my 
deareſt life ray I by * inſtance of love, 
and tenderneſs Prevail on you to forget my 
barbarity, my treachery—My undeſerved 
treachery ? Then he ſ poke And wept 1 4 
ber-hand as he preſſed it to his mouth. 


I ſhall not | pretend to excuſe myſelf by 
telling you that Ward led me into this ſcene 

of villainy. I would appear to you a crimi- 
nal as I really am, that I may owe every 


- . thing to your generof ity and your tendernels. | 


© Forgive me, forgive the man whoſhall eſteem _ 


it an honour to bear the name of your huſ- 
| 1 P : | . band, 


« 1 22 ) 
| band, and . that « 4 farher to this amiable 
child (prefling it again to his heart) But 
where is your. father ? ? My father ? May 1 
45 him? He is in his bed, anſwered Fanny, 
expiring with Gckneſs and ſorrow ; for for- 
row has preyed upon him ſtill more than 
-want—Want ! faid Whatley, O 'God—My 
Heart will break. Ah! worthy Windham? | 
What a wreteh have I been'!—Yes, my poor 
Fanny, it is I who have reduced you to theſe 
| extremities—And—What | is that I fee ? —The 
bread we live upon—The bread that is earned 
by our toil, and ſteeped in our deni was 
a cearſe brown loaf. Whatle could {care 
Fupport mf er the fight—He raiſed his 
Hands wo bee ad i broken cane ried 
What 


— 


N 
> 
4 4 
pe” d . 
Ps 
0 
; 
8 
1 
4 
1 
„ 
2 % 
. 
1 ? 
"A 
x 
ty 
5 
1 4 * 
p 4 
4 
als 
{ o 
on” 
. 
G « 
4 
£8 
' 7 
vb =y 
4 
9 
„ 
iT 
«4 
J 
? 
| « 
v4 
7% 
* 0 
7 = . 
? 
4 
21 
o . k 
8 
15 | : 
F — 
7 
! FF 
0 4M 
73 4 
#5 
. 
3 1 
44 
4 1 
r 5 
9 * 
. 44,908 
vu | 
- Fe 
. 48 
. 1 
EY 
4 
-, 1 
"RI. 
£2 
Wo 
-. RV 
- + 
"MF 
4» 
we - 
£10 
4 | 
* 
77 | 
ms 
5 
+ 
: | 
4 
Wo 
5 
. 
i 4 2d 
" "0 
1 1 


( 123) 
What, my dear, my virtuous creature, was | 
this your food—While 10 my God! My 
God 11 mall die—1 cannot ſurvive theſe 


| horrid thoughts—Ah, my lord! What charms 
in this repentance for your Fanny ! Live, that 
ſhe may yet adore you—She never ceaſed to 


love you, and (embracing him) could ſhe 


hate you ?—Yes, you ſhall be my wife, m/ 
ſovereign miſtreſs. London has been witneſs 
| to my irregularities, it ſhall behold my refor- | 
mation; I can never make my acknowledg- 


ments to you ſufficiently diſtinguilhed—Yes, 


you ſhall be the wife of my heart—Come— 


Let me throw vel at the fret of 19 wor- f 


2 4 
3 : . 15 


th) y father, 


RET tos *. 1 of + page. 
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Fanny 


1240 

5 Fanny deſired him to wait ll ſhe had ac- 
duainted him with his arrival. She feared 
that the ſudden ſight of her lord might be 
fatal to the languiſhing old man. -She did 
not know how to reſlify her gratitude to 
Windham, - Lord W— had told her in a 
few words, all that the worthy man had done 

| to briog him back to a ſenſe of truth and ho- 
nour. Fanny flew to her father—My dear 
. ſaid ſhe, take ſo have good 
news to tell you—My lord Whatley i is come — 
| He acknowleges his faults —And will he own 
you for his wife ? Shall I have that confola- 
tion before I die ue, worthy Adams, 
cried his lordſhip, running to embrace the 3 


2 man, vou ſee your daughter's huſband, 
ſ oe . 


. | your 


( "2 ) 


your ſon, who comes to bewail his faults i in 


your boſom, and would give his life to repair 
them. Adams, overcome with ſurprize and 
joy, a only utter— Ah my lord {—The 
tears flowed from his eyes he would have 
got up, 4 attempted at ſome expreſſions of 
reſpet—Lie ſtill, my father, ſaid Whatley, 
3 i my duty to do you honour and reſpect 
J have injured you; I have betrayed my faith, 
and virtue, and Fanny I am ready to make 
ſatisfaction for every thing—I humbly -aſk 
pardon of you, of your dear daughter, of 

humanity itſelf, which I have wounded 
through the heart of the worthy Adams. - 
Yes, you ſhall be my father, and your daugh- 

ter ſhall be my wife, the only miſtreſs of my 
= "7: = ſoul. 


66 | 
foul. He then enquired of Fanny concern - 
ing her mother-—Ales! replied the old man, 
ſhe is no more She adored her daughter. 
Ah! I underſtand you—This is my doing— 
Wretched and guilty Whatley, how ſhale 
thou expiate thy crimes ?—Ab, my father 
Ah, my Fanny! 


Situations like theſe admit of no adequate 
deſcription ; but the heart may feel, and the 
mind may conceive what the pen can never 


paint. 


Our poor cottagers went 10 dinner: how 
did their extreme indigence then pierce the 
foul of Whatley! Scarce had they a ſufi- 


8 ciency | 


( 

| ciency of that coarſe bread; the very ſight of 
which had firuck him with hortor—The dy- 
ing Adams BY another object that might 
have ſmitten the heart of barbarity itſelf— 
Every thing that appeared in this manſion of 
miſery, was a dagger in the breaſt of this 
penitent lord. But when his looks were 
fixed on that woman whom he adored ; ; 


when he read in her pale countenance the 


cruel impreſſions of. pain and poverty, and 


faw thoſe arms, that were locked in his with 8 


” fo much tenderneſs, faded and emaciated, be 
was torn with that remorſe, thoſe torments 
my the ſoul, which are ten thouſand times 
more acute than any external torture. Every 
inſtant, he cried, with tears that bled from. 
ohes 


* * 
1923 


1 28) : 

the heart—My virtuous Fanny! To what 
miſery have I reduced you And i is it poſ- 
ſible that you can ſtill love me ?—Fanoy, 
embracing him, anſwered, Yes, my lord !— 

| You were always dear to me; and . 
ſhould have pierced me to the heart, if you 
vould have permitted me to kiſs your hand, 

I there is a ſcene in this ak that _ 
attract the eye of the Supreme Being, it is, 
e that of frown en of 
pure and honeſt love, the triumph 4 . 


timent and reaſon, 
Lord Whatley learnt that Fanny's two. 


ſiſters had not long ſurvived- their mother; 


that 


61 
: that her brothers, obliged, by their misfor- 
| raves, to leave their father 8 houſs were in 
the ſervice of farmers; that ſhe and her father, 
after the death of the clergyman, their rela- 
tion, being reduced to extreme indigence, 
- tilled with their own hands a piece of ground 
where they had built a kind of ſhed to live in, ; 
and that this had been ſcarcely ſufficient for 
the fu pport of their miſerable lives. Fanny 
Joved her lord too much to afflift him with a 
detail of ſuch circumſtances : He b them 


from Windham. 


Whatley removed Adams to his own ſeat, 
where the old man ſoon recovered his health. 
A very elegant apartment was prepared for. 


. . K —_—_ 


( 130 ) 
Fanny, who, a few days after their artival, 


dreſſed in a magnificent ſuit, was married to 


her lord. It is needleſs to add, that Wind- 


ham was one of the principal aſſiſtants on this 


feſtive occaſion, Lord Whatley ageceably 


ſurprized Adams, by preſenting to him his 


two ſons, dreſſed in a manner becoming their 


change of fortune. I was willing, my dear 


father, ſaid he, to make all our family happy. 


The brothers of Fanny ought to be mine, and 


it is my iatention that they ſhall partake of 


my happineſs, 


In the evening, when Whatley had diſmiſ- 
ſed his attendants, he threw himſelf at the 
5 foet of lady — and, at laſt, ſald he, my 


= > excellent 


* 
excellent Fanny, you will embrace an huſ- 
band, whoſe only ſtudy will be to make you 
forget your ſufferings. Will you pardon me 
all the injuries, all the wrongs I have done 
you? My dear, my adorable wife! Your 
misfortunes have not robbed you of your 
beauty; it will bloom afreſh when cheriſhed 
| by my kiſſes, and watered by my tears. 1 
fee the effect of my own conduct, and you 
are more dear to me. Lou have been my 
victim, you ſhall be my ſovereign, be all that 
is dear to me, with the lovely child that 
pleads for its father's pardon, Let it not 
plead 1 in vain, my dear Fanny !—She could 
only anſwer with tears of pleaſure, the 


ſtron 8, thou gh. inarticulate expreſſions of 
e N PE 
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the ſoul, and overpowered by the intoxicating | 
| tenderneſs, ſhe ſunk into his arms, O charm 
inexpreſſible of pure and tender attachments ! 
Pleaſures of love! What are you without 


thoſe of virtue? 


_ Windham was about to take leave of 
Whatley. What! Sir, faid his lordſhip, will 
you refuſe to reap the fruits of your labour ? 


And what ſcenes can you find more intereſt · 
ing than theſe? You have united two hearts, 
my dear friend, that know how to be grate- 

| ful for the favours you hawk done them En · 

Joy the pleaſure of beholding the effects of 

your kindneſs—Yow have reſtored me to Ur- 
we, to Fanny, and to happineſs; but can 
| -þ . that 


E 

: that happineſs be perfect, if you add not the 
pleaſures of friendſhip to thoſe of love 2 
Windham embraced his friend with thoſe 


tears that ſpring from the heart. well, my 
dtear children, 1 accept your offer It will be 
ſome conſolation to my old age to find that 

there are yet on earth ſenſible and virtuous 8 
1 fouls, They removed to London, where 
| Fanny proved herſelf the moſt charming, and 
moſt amiable of women. she was 4 model 
for thoſe who had long ſhone i in the citcle of | 
diſtinguiſhed life, and ſhewed by her beauty 
2 and her deportment, that the virtues and the 
graces are the natives of villages, rather than 

of cities. She went yeuly to viſit that poor 


| cottage where Whatley * Windham had b 
found 


040 
found her. There ſhe ſeemed to find hoe 
| virtues ſtrengthened, her principles improved. 
Scenes of poverty call us back to that modeſty, 
and that ſubdued frame of mind, which are 


- the beſt ſupport of virtue. 


| Whatley deſpiſed, diſhonoured, chagrined 
by his marriage with lord Ravenſtone's daugh- 
ter, was indebted, in ſome meaſure, for A | 
ſecond exiſtence to the dau ghter of the 
farmer. Led by the tender influences of - 
| chaſte love, he returned to the duties of a 
man, a citizen, and a ſubject: He entered | 
once more into the ſervice he had quitted, 
diſtinguiſhed himſelf, and obtained the moſt 
bonourable appointments. 5 Lord Darnton 


Ce 1 | kimſelf 


, 


ns 
himſelf made a kind of public ſatisfaRtion to 


Adams and Fanny; he declared Whatley his 
heir, and died in the arms of his niece. 
Heaven, as a recompence to Adams, pro- 
longed his life to an advanced and hap py 
old age; and Fanny had ſeveral children, the 
delight and ornament of their fondly and 


their country, 


THE END, 
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